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From the “Farm House,” a book for children, lately published by 
. Wm. Peirce, No. 9 Cornhill, Boston. 












‘ THE PIGS. 


. When dinner time came, it happened that there 
were brought to table some custards and goose- 
berry tarts, of which Charles was tempted to eat 
very greedily. He had already been twice helped, 
and the servant was going to carry,away a piece 
of tart that had been left in the dish, when Charles, 
not satisfied whilst any remained, stopped him, and 
once more filled his plate with it. 

The servant stared, and his grandpapa and 
grandmamma looked at him with surprise, but 
said nothing. 

In the evening Mr. Mansfield led his grandsons 
into the yard, just at the time the man was giving 
the pigs their supper. Arthur and Charles were 
diverted at the eagerness, with which the whole 
family squeaked and grunted over their food, which 
they devoured with the utmost haste, treading 
over one another as they scrambled for their share. 

“Oh grandpapa,” exclaimed Charles, ‘‘ how 
droll it is to see the pigs eat! Look there! look 
there! One has got a cabbage leaf, and the other 
wants it. Now it has got it away, and it eats it 
as fast as ever it can. And now it is come for 
more, I dare say they will soon empty the trough,” 

‘Perhaps so,” replied his grandpapa smiling. 
“Pigs are as fond of cabbage leaves and bean 
stalks, as littlé boys are of gooseberry pie.” 

Charles blushed. 

“Hey, Charles!”’ continued he, putting his 
hand upon his head so as to look full in his face, 
‘this is not the first time to-day I thought I had 
a pig for my companion. Do you know any bod 
that ate voraciously, and at last emptied the dish?’’ 

Charles softly answered, ‘‘ Yes, sir.” 

‘“Well, I believe he is ashamed of it,” said 
Mr. Mansfield; ‘‘ I only advise him another time 
to be more upon his guard, for fear we should take 
him for a pig.” 

As they were sauntering about, a sow, with a 
— of pigs at her heels, came across the 
yard. 

“Pray, sir,” asked Arthur, ‘‘ how many pigs 
can a sow have at once?”’ 

‘From ten to twenty,” said Mr. Mansfield. 
‘But as she has not milk enough to suckle so 
Many, she casts off some, and seldom brings up 
above twelve.” 

Arthur. What food do they like best? 

Grandpapa.. Qh, they are not very difficult. 
They will eat almost any kind of old stuff; but 


Y\to be religious, and his piety, if real, was of a 


vegetables of all sorts are best forthem. Cabbage 
stalks, potatoe parings, bean and pea shells, they 
like very well; and it is a good way to turn them 
out in the forests, where they meet with plenty of 
acorns, and nuts that grow upon beach trees. 
With their long snouts they likewise turn up the 
ground, that they may get at the roots of plants; 
to prevent which we are obliged to haye a ring 
thrust through their noses, otherwise they would 
do us a great deal of mischief. 

Charles. Are they of much use, grandpapa? 

Grandpapa. Not whilst they are alive. When 
dead, the flesh, you know, is eaten, and is called 
pork; or bacon if salted in a particular manner. 
The lard, or some of the fat, is used in making 
many sorts of plasters, and the bristles are formed 
into brushes of various kinds; and are also used 
by shoemakers and others in sewing leather in the 
stead of needles. 

Arthur. 1 like little pigs much better that | do 
the great old ones. 

Grandpapa. I cannot say the hog is a favorite 
animal with me. He is not only ugly, but his 
habits of life are disagreeable. You may have 
remarked that he is very fond of grouting in the 
mire. Neither his grunting, nor his squeaking is 
pleasant music; and the whole race are so vora- 
cious in their appetite, that if they have food 
enough, they will eat till they are too heavy to 
stand on their legs; even then, they will lie on 
their sides, and eat still: and sometimes the sow 
will go so far as to devour her own young. 

Arthur. Indeed! The unnatural brute! 

Grandpapa. I should have told you that their 
stomach is made very large, so as ta require an 
unusual quantity of food. But if we are disgusted 
with the manners of a hog, we should be careful 
not to imitate them; as filth, gluttony, and want 
of natural affection, must surely be ten times more 
shocking in a creature like man, who is blessed 
with reason. 





RELIGION. 








[Furnished by a Pastor for the Pastor’s Journal.) 
SEEK THE LOST. 

“In the evening withhold not thy hand.”— Ecclesiastes, 11. 6. 

G. H , the subject of the following sketch, 
resided in the town of , and was about 40 
years of age, at the time of the writer’s first know- 
ledge of him. He was then in feeble health; and 
it was thought, by most of his neighbors, would 
not recover. He sometimes thought so himself. 
But his disease was of that kind, in which hope of 
life is often cherished to its utmost verge. It is 
not known, that in a large circle of near relatives, 
there was more than one individual who professed 








very ordinary character. 

Poor G. H., had he rightly appreciated his con- 
dition, might have exclaimed, ‘‘ no man cares for 
my soul!”? In the early part of the last winter, 
the writer incidentally met him, when he manifest- 
ed an unusual flow of spirits; though he was ordi- 
narily a man of cheerful character. He had dis- 
covered a new medicine, which seemed to operate 
favorably; and its immediate effects encouraged 
him. This, together with the accompanying ex- 
hilaration of spirits, might seem, to a casual ob- 
server, to denote rapidly returning health. But 
to the eye of the careful, his countenance indicated 
the insidious progress of a fatal consumption within. 
He lived in a remote section of the town, and -but 
little was said or known of his case out of that 





neighborhood. A few weeks after the above in- 


lungs had commenced with G. H., which weald, 
probably, very soon terminate his existence. I 
called to see him. The effusion of blood had 
ceased; but his expectorations were still tinged 
with the stream of life. He was free of pain, and 
appeared comfortable. His attendants were quiet; 
the agitation of the first scene had wholly subsid- 
ed, and every thing was calm. I had previously 
heard that he had been opposed to religious con- 
versation; and had treated with more than indiffer- 
ence, those who sought to direct his mind to reli- 
gious subjécts. I was almost an entire stranger 
to G. H.; having never seen him but two or three 
times, and then under such circumstances that I 
could not converse with him, on the subject of re- 
ligion. But I felt determined to be a stranger no 
longer. I took him by the hand, and affectionately 
asked him of his health, spoke of his symptoms, 
and the nature of his disease; and then called his 
attention to the subject of religion, He was calm, 
but did not appear indifferent. He saw my object, 
and perceived that I was in earnest; and not'to be 
easily turned from my purpose. He accordingly 
heard me a few moments, and then attempted to 
divert my attention from himself, in which he ex- 
hibited much ingenuity. He spoke of the future 
world, and of a-future judgment; and denied a be- 
lief in the latter. He was a universalist; and he 
evidently intended, by introducing that subject, to 
divert my attention and his own, from the subject 
of his soul. I heard him for a few moments, and 
saw, with feelings amounting almost to agony, the 
state of his mind. I saw, that something must 
awaken him first, or there would be no hope in 


conversing with him further. I pointed to the 
vessel that sat by him, and suid, “there, my 


friend, in that dish is your life blood, and soon it 
will thus be all drawn away, and then your soul 
will know.”’ He was silent. I instantly changed 
the subject, and directed him to the blood of Christ, 
which cleanseth from all sin, The atonement of 
the Lamb of God was spoken of, in the plainest 
and simplest manner, as the foundation of hope 
and salvation, only through the Saviour. Nota 
word of terror was spoken, not a word of hell, or 
of any punishment. But, Christ as the only Sa- 
viour of sinners was the theme. 

The Spirit of God seemed to come immediately. 
The individual trembled in every limb; bis mind 
seemed to be in an intense struggle. He tried to 
speak several times, but in vain. I attempted to 
calm his excitement, aud asked him if I should 
pray. He assented. After conversing with him 
a few moments more, and selecting a few pas- 
sages of Scripture for his family to read to him, 
and exhorting him to go to Christ immediately, I 
left him. From this time, I did not see him for 
three days, as he lived several miles distant. He 
then sent forme. I went; and found him calm and 
quiet: he was more comfortable in respect to body, 
than he had been for many days, and his mind was 
in a state of deep interest. He had been in the 
deepest mental distress for two or three days; but 
his ‘‘ burden had left him;’’ he was quiet. But 
he knew not what to think of his present feelings 
and condition; and he wished me to instruct him. 
He expressed no hope that he was a Christian, 
and did not think that he was. But he had given 
up his belief in the doctrine of universal salvation; 
the reasons that he had seemed to see in its favor 
formerly, had vanished. He hoped that Jesus 
Christ would have mercy on him, and sometimes 
believed that he would. He heard the promises, 
and could not doubt them. He felt determined to 
seek Christ with all his heart. He was evidently 





terview, I was informed that a hemorrhage of the 


a happy man, though he seemed not to be aware 
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himself of the cause or nature of his emotions. |the Son of God. When about leaving the house, 


"The tear of joy would often start in his-eys, while ; 
speaking of the Saviour, thongh he had no hope, | 
and no conception that he was a Christian. After 
giving ‘him the best directions I could, in these in- 
teresting circumstances, I left him. The state of 
his mind was such, that I thought he would not 
sink inte despondency, and I did not encourage 
iim, but exhorted him to cast himself entirely upon 
the Saviour Three days after this, 1 saw him 
again. He met me with joy. He thought he 
could trast in Christ; he expressed no raptures, 
but was calm, resigned,—willing to live or die. 
He had no will of his own, aside from God’s. I 
attempted now, and in subsequent visits, in every 
possible way, to present Scripture evidence to try 
his faith, and teach him to try himself. He ap- 
peared firm in God; nothing seemed to move him. 
He sometimes had fears—not of Christ, but of 
himself. He never doubted the fidelity of the Sa- 
viour, he only distrusted his own heart. His 
thoughts soon turned to the case of his impenitent 
wife and children, and his aged parents. He con- 
versed with them all with great fidelity, and affec- 
tion, and prayed for them, for now he had become 
aman of prayer. The particulars of his conver- 
sation, and efforts, and prayers, are in a high de- 
gree interesting—but for want of room must now 
be omitted. I can only here say that his fidelity 
and prayers were blessed to the hopeful conversion 
of his companion, and of both of his parents between 
70 and 80 years of age, and to the awakening of 
other members of the family. The parents have 
both since made a public profession of religion, 
and adorn it. In this kind of effort and feeling, 
G. H. lived six or eight weeks after his change, 
giving increasing evidence that he had chosen 
Christ for his portion, to the last. And his death, 
though it came in a most dreadful manner, by 
pouring out his life blood, was peaceful—and he 
cheerfully resigned his soul into the hands of his 
Saviour. 
S eeimeenenenmemniiesaemenaell 
From the American Baptist. 
SUPPORT (NWN APRELIOCTION. 
** Who would not be a Christian? 

——Who but now would bear 

‘The Christian’s toils; and all his triumphs share.” 

The excellent Jay, in treating on the Christian 
in adversity, remarks, that on leaving the chamber 
of the good man whose heart bows in humble sub- 
mission to the will of God, he has said of religion 
as Job did of the Almighty; ‘‘ I have heard of thee 
by the hearing of the ear, but now mine eye seeth 
thee.’”” The infidel may scoff at our blessed reli- 
gion; the man of the world may account it foolish- 
ness; but blessed be God, his children know its 
healing power; and they feel its strong consolation. 
We rest not this assertion on hypothesis; we ap- 
peal to facts; and the case I shall relate at this 
time, is one of a multitude which proves that the 
Christian has a peace which the world gives not, 
and cannot take away. 

About two years ago I became acquainted with 
her whose unvarnished tale I am now to tell. Ste 
was a wife and a mother; just at that time con- 
sumption entered her domestic circle. The first 
victim was a beloved son who had attained to man- 
hood; he was laid in the tomb; the mother said, 
‘* Thy will be done,”’ and turned from his lowly 
bed to watch with maternal solicitude the decay 
of another son. The destroyer did his work. I 
knelt by the bedside of the dying youth, and al- 
though I saw the large tear glisten in his mother’s 
eye, she with sweet composure acknowledged in 
the stroke a Father’s hand. A year elapsed, and 
again the shaft was aimed; it came even nearer,— 
the hectic glow flushed her husband’s cheek. I 
visited the abode of sickness, and the glowing eye 
told that the angel of death was nigh. After con- 
versing with the invalid, his affectionate wife said 
to me, ‘‘ prayer is always proper, always valuable, 
but particularly so at this time. Will you pray 
with us?” We three together sent up our suppli- 
cations to the mercy-seat; and I believe we felt 








I remarked, ‘‘ Mrs, , you are deeply afflict- 
ed,—you have stroke upon stroke; but you know 
the source of consolation.” ‘‘ Yes,” she replied, 
‘* and there are two considerations which comfort 
me much. I remember I have need of all these 
things, and what I know not now I shall know 
hereafter.” A few days after, the grave-closed on 


ed lands. This is all I havz to say. 


—— 


of those who have enlightened minds. Because 
of our sinfulness we have hitherto gone Contrary 
to that which is good in all things. 
years we have been instructed in that 
right, but because of our waywardrigs we 
even rightly understand the praciaces of e 


For m-, 
hich is 
do not 
nlighten- 
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Yours truly, Miriam, 








the remains of-him who had been the companion of 
her youth; but she felt that God was her unfailing 
support. A beloved daughter soon laid down with 
her father, and the bereft met me with the expres- 
sion, ‘‘ The Lord doth all things well.”” And now 
the brightened eye, and the lovely girl just spring- 
ing into womanhood, tell that there is a worm at 
the root of this fair flower. And does the mother 
mark the premonition? She does, and sinks not; 
for ‘‘ how can she sink with such a prop as the 
eternal God.” Perhaps some may be inclined to 
call this stoical indifference,—a want of feeling; 
but not so: she has all the gushing sympathies of 
a woman’s heart—she has with untiring assiduity 
watched and nursed her sick family with a wife’s 
—a mother’s tenderness; but she is a Christian; 
her strength is in God; her faith is on the rock of 
ages. Her hope, as an anchor firm, is cast within 
the vail. The soul unreconciled to God, may 
conceal its feelings; but alas! he has no real com- 
fort. Do you tell him when “loved ones retire’’ 
that God has done it? He knows it; but that God 
is kis dread. He trembles at his power, but loves 
hin not. Do you tell him that soon he will follow 
the departed? He knows it, and there is madness 
inthe thought. Poor soul, turn now and seek the 
Lord with thy whole heart; for O! how wilt thou 
endure the terrors of that day when the impenitent, 
bereft of every earthly joy, shall find he has ‘‘ no 
home in heaven, no Jesus in the skies.’? Chris- 
tian, rejoice in thy God, and though perplexed and 
distressed, be not cast down, but feel and sing— 
Sufferer, tossed on life’s wild ocean, 

O! bear up a little longer, 
Brave awhile the waves’ commotion, 

They roll strong, but God is stronger. 
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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
Recollections of the Sandwich Islands.—No. 3. 
Some native children being once about the sick 
bed of Mrs. Chapin, were exhorted by her to im- 
prove diligently their opportunities, and to seek an 
interest in the Lord Jesus Christ, and were told 
that ‘‘ Many children in America, as young as 
they, were giving their hearts to God.” One of 
them asked ‘“‘ If with all their advantages there 
were any American children still living in sin,” 
and it was with pain they were told that ‘‘ There 
are many remaining who do not love the Saviour.” 
They doubtless often wonder how my young friends 
can spare their teachers to dwell among the hea- 
then, and live themselves opposed to God. The 
heathen at the Sandwich Islands have frequent 
and melancholy evidence that there are other 
haters of that which is good beside themselves. 
Multitudes of profane and wicked men from Chris- 
tian lands dwell among them, and counteract much 
of the good done by the missionaries, and even 
some young lads, who have visited there in ships, 
who have pious parents, and who have been mem- 
bers of Sabbath schools, have evidenced to the 
natives by their wicked conduct, that they have 
not listened to the voice of their teachers, and that 
they still possessed depraved hearts. 

When about to leave the Sandwich Islands, I 
proposed to my Sabbath scholars that they should 
write to their young friends in America. Several 
of them accordingly wrote, and the following is 
a translation of one of the letters. A. Cuarin, 

; LAHAINA, Srepr. 21, 1835. 
For all the Children in America. 

We have a love for you all. We are now 
striving to imitate the customs of those from your 
country; we shall probably not be able to do just 





that the form of the fourth was with us, like unto 
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From the Mother's Magazine, 


THE YOUNGEST DAUGHTER, 


‘* Be not weary in well doing,” should ever be 
the mother’s motto. God’s promises are stead. 
fast: He has said, ‘‘ He that soweth to the Spirit 

shall of the Spirit reap life everlasting.” The 
good seed deposited, springs up and bears fruit, 
oftentimes far beyond the knowledge of him who 
placed it in the ground. I was struck with the 
force of this observation, upon a recent occasion, 
Conversing with an old lady, remarkable for the 
interest she took in the missionary cause, and the 
support she gave to it. She related the following 
incident: 

** Eight years ago,” said she, ‘‘I lost my young. 
est and only unmarried daughter; her illness was 
protracted, and finding no benefit from medicine, 
she became weary of taking it. When urged, 
she would sometimes say, ‘‘ Mother, if you will 
give me a sixpence or a shilling, I will take it.” 
So that almost every time she took medicine, she 
would require to be rewarded in this way. 

It grieved me to see her so anxious for money 
when I knew she had not long to live; but stil] ] 
did not like to object. At length I said, ‘* Mary, 
my dear, what makes you so anxious to have 
money? Are not all your wants supplied?” 

‘* Yes mother,” she replied, ‘“‘ every thing; | 
do not want for myself, but my Sabbath school 
teacher told me, that thirteen dollars would edu- 
cate a heathen child. I have already seven dol- 


lars and fifty cents, and I thought if I could get 
five dollars and fifty cents mure pvefore | died, } 


should be glad to have a heathen educated with 
. 

My heart was relieved of a heavy load, and! 
rejoiced at the spirit manifested by my child. | 
told her not to give herself any uneasiness, but 
take the medicine prescribed for her, and if she 
died, I would, if I lived, see that her wishes were 
fulfilled. ‘The dear child never again asked for 
money for taking her medicine. 

One day, some time after this conversation, she 
was sitting, supported in her chair, leaning her 
head on a pillow, conveniently placed before her. 
She was perfectly still for some time, and I sup- 
posed she slept. Presently she raised her head 
and said, ‘‘ Mother, suppose I should see one soul 
in heaven that my little money had been the means 
of bringing there, how should I feel?” 

Willing to encourage this delightful thought, | 
replied, ‘‘ But suppose, my child, that soul should 
be the means of bringing many others there, how 
would you feel then?” She was a very quiet, mild 
child, never giving way to the exhibition of feeling, 
but this idea seemed to carry her beyond herself. 
She clasped her hands together, and cried out, 
‘*O! mother, I don’t know where I should go!” 
It seemed, to her excited imagination, as if heaven 
itself would scarcely be able to contain her trans- 
ported soul. 

I lost her; but never has the missionary caus¢ 
ceased to be very near to my heart. : 

What encouragement does this touching inci- 
dent afford, not to Sunday school teachers only, 
but to mothers and all others who love to sow good 
seed in the soil of the human heart, while it 1s 
mellow, and yields easily to the labors of the hus- 
bandman. 

Another affecting circumstance, related to m¢ 
by the same bereaved mother, may carry consola- 
tion to some who, like her, mourn the loss of 4 
dear departed one. 





like you, for-we are wicked, and have hard hearts; 
and therefore we cannot imitate well the actions 


‘At another time,” continued the old lady, 
‘« she said to me, Mother, don’t grieve for me when 
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one. Dear mother, I do pity you very 
a4 Sut don’t grieve for me.” My children 
were always accustomed to spend the summer va- 
cation in the country. Referring to this, she con- 
tinued, ‘‘ When you used to write to me when I 
was away, your letters showed you took an inter- 
est in all my pleasures. If I partook of any amuse- 








God had blessed and prospered him in everything, 
he never had once th.anke4 him for it, but had:made 
gods of gold an“, silver, and praised them instead. 
And then he ‘jold him that the four words on-the 
wall mear{; that God had numbered his kingdom 


and fir‘,shed it; that it should be divided and given. lyut she carried the piece of meat she had om 
aw2"y; and that he had been weighed in the balances.| up to her cubs, tore it i. pieces, and laid it before 


ment, you seemed as much gratified as myself. | @%.d found wanting. 


Now, mother, when I am gone from you, cannot 
ou think how happy I dm in heaven, and rejoice 
i felicity ?”’ 
"Glawnes has the recollection of these ~words 
afforded me consolation in the many lonely hours 
that were allotted me, after she had left me, and 
cone to that place, I doubt not, to which she look- 
ed forward. 


The king kept his: word, and clothed this wise 
man in scarlet and. gold, and made him the third 
ruler in the kingdom. His name was Danizl—and 
it was the same man of whom I wrote yoru as hav- 
ing been cast into the den of lions for praying to 
God. Youssee he was a true prophet, for that very 
night the king was killed, and anothe,r man reigned 
in his stead. Isa. 


bear brought to her cubs, and took but a small 
portion herself. As she was bringing the last 
piece to her cubs, the sailors shot them both dead, 


———_—$ ee 


and wounded the mother. The poor creature was 


so dreadfully hurt that she could scarcely crawl, 


them, and when she saw that they did not eat, she 
laid her paws first upon one, then upon the other, 
and tried to raise’them up, and all the time she 
moaned piteously. When she found she could 
not rouse them, she went off—when she had got to 
some distance, she looked back and moaned. 
Seeing that they did not move, she returned, and 
smelt of them, and began to lick their wounds. 


She went off a second time, and having crawled a 
-_ =| few steps, looked agair, behind = = yore 
ra time stood moaning, Still, her s not rising | 
NATURAL SYS TORY. follow her, she reurned to them. again, and with 
F rom the Juvenile Miscellany. great fondness ‘went round and round, pawing them 
F. Now, Grandma, will you please to talk = lifeless, she looked#towards e Ree ban 
know, in| little more about my yood friend, the bear? spair, aud gave a d@tadful growl, which 
— hse od Much less can any know, in Mrs. V. 1 will set down with my work, my |her fury and wretche@mess, ‘The sauv:* ee bat 
gh “be not weary in well doing;” sow love, and first hear what you have to say about | killed her. She fell‘between her cyiss, 
the seed, and leave it to Him who is faithful to| him. licking their wounds, 
perform his promise. F. Grandme., bears , are not always fierce. 


Mrs. V. This is a beautiful st — 
My book about. animals says that in Kamtschatka | What 2%, ae Sey, Oy Ce 


cay 2uection for their young has God implanted 
they are very gentle. They rove about there ii: in the heart of the savage beast. The bear is a 
__ |large drover,, and never ‘disturb the ‘women and /|solitary animal, and lives in wild woods or moun- 
Written for the Youth's Companion. |GitIs who gather roots’ and herbs in the very | tains, caves, or the hollows of trees, but it shows 
Ee CREAT PRAST. midst of tiem; and the bears will even eat out of| strong affection for its cubs and mate. When its 
1 hil th a their hap ds. ; mate has been killed, it would come and put its 
A long watle ago, there was a great foam § a|,-“s- V.. Why, I do not know but I should| paws over her, and rather be shot than forsake its 
by a king. He invited a thousand people, th love th ese beasts better than our household ani-| dear dead companion. 
they all came. Every thing was arranged .“~ ©| mal, t’ne cat. I think, my dear, you improve in.telling stories; 
most splendid manner possible; the cups ; rf F. You would not love the polar bear, grand-| your language was very proper, aud pleasing; it 
~ drank their wine from were of solid gold an a ma, it is so cruel. It is monstrous big, and it is|is a very great advantage to you to tell what you 
ver, and while they drank they praised their gods, | .ometimies twelve feet long, which is twice as long | have read, it fixes it in your memory, and gives 
(for they were all wicked idolaters.) They were | a. a tall man; it can carry off a man very easily, | you pleasing stores of knowledge to think of; and 
all very merry, talking and drinking and laughing | and eat jaim up. Nelson, who was a very brave | then it gives you a flow of language, and makes 
and enjoying themselves; but suddenly the com-| Ryslishnoan, killed one that was floating upon an| you understand language more accurately. 
pany observed that the face of the king had chang-| i.Jand of ice. F. I love to tell stories, and the more I tell, 
ed very strangely. He trembled in every limb,| WW. 7 King David was 9¢ brave. You know | the better I love to do it: but this last story T be- 
and looked like a person overcome with terror. | When he asked Saul to let him fight with the great | lieve I told very much as it is in the book without 
They all looked to see what could ail him, and) jiant, Goliah, Saul told him he was too young to trying to, for it was so easy, I could not make it 
saw the fingers of a man’s hand writing something fight with the giant. David said unto Saul, ‘‘ Thy | any easier. 
over the candlestick upon the plaster of the wall. | ,erpvant kept his father’s sheep, and there came a| Mrs. V. Can you tell us anything more about 
Then they all became as much frightened as the|jion and a bear, and took a lamb out of the flock, | the bear, my boy? 
king; and what was still worse, not one of them) ang I caught him by the beard, and slew him.| F. It is generally a solitary animal, but in 
could tell what it was that was written there, or Thy servant slew both the lion and the bear, and|Kamtschatka, where it is so tame, they herd to- 
what it all meant. At length the king became s0|+his Goliah shall be as one of them.” gether in large droves; and the people would find 
troubled and uneasy about it, that he said whoever) 7, Why are not all bears alike? it difficult to live, if it was not for the bear. Of 
should tell him what the writing meant, should be} ys. V.. Why are not all women and girls|the skin they make beds, coverlets, caps, shoe- 
clothed most splendidly in scarlet and gold, and| slike? soles, and collars for dogs; the flesh is used for 
should have one of the highest offices in the king-}| 7 Because they won’t be, they are not made | food, and very much loved; the fat is very savory, 
dom. , alike. But I mean some bears are kind, why are | and when melted, is used for oil; of the shoulder 
Well, all the wise men and the learned men far} no¢ all so? Frank says some are good and will | blades they make sickles for cutting grass; of the 
and near gathered together, for they were all] oat out of the hand, and some will tear people to | thin skin inside that looks like isinglass, the women 
anxious to have the promised reward, and each pieces. make masks to shelter them from the sun, and they 
one thought there was no doubt but he should be|" Yrs, V. There are different kinds of bears,|also make good window panes; the heads, and 
able to interpret the writing. But not one single| -ajjed different species, such as the black bear,|some of the bones are hung upon trees as orna- 
one of the whole number could do it. Then the|the brown bear, the white, or polar bear, and | ments, or to show the brilliant exploits of the na- 
king felt worse than ever—he became an altered| .ome of these are fierce, and some more gentle. | tives in killing the bear. 
man, and all his friends were very much distressed | The polar bear too has no food but what it pro-| The people learn about physic and surgery also 
about him, it troubled him so much. _At last his| vides itself, excepting berries when it can find|by watching the bear, and seeing what herbs he 
wife told him that there was one man in his king-| them; in those cold regions where it lives,"it seizes | applies to his wounds; or what he eats when he is 
dom, who was above all the wise men anywhere, and kills its prey, such as seals, fish, deer, and | sick. 
and knew more than all of them put together, and| other animals; it will steal when it can, but if it} 2. Dear Dr. Bear. You had better send for 
she begged to have him sent for, in order that her| cannot steal or kill, it must go hungry; its kind of| him grandma, when I am sick. 
husband might be well again. living, and its habit of killing its own food, no} F. Sweet Dr. Bear. Would you hug him 
So he came; and the king told him that he had doubt make it more ferocious. . 
heard a great deal about his wisdom and learning, 


‘ Louisa, or have him hug you? 
eel thes ihe Ss Gace ie iavine Sous alate All these fierce beasts love their young ones; a} LZ. Oh brother, I would not have him hug me, 


This is no fiction, and the starting tears bore 
witness how deeply ‘‘the youngest and only un- 
married daughter’? was lamented by the aged 
mother, even after a lapse of eight years. I am 
not aware that the Sunday school teacher was 
ever made acquainted with the deep impression 















































THE NURSERY. 











: lioness, or tigress, is furious, if any one comes 
read what was written on the wall, he had sent for : a . y 


him; and then told him what his reward should be 
if he should tell him what it meant. The wise man 
answered him, that he did’nt wish any of his gifts 
or rewards, but yet he would tell him all about it. 
Then he told him, that his father was a great and 
powerful king, and every body bowed down before 
him, but he did’nt thank God for all his blessings, 
orremember him at all. So God took all his glory 
away from him, and reason too, so that he used to 
g° out and eat grass with the beasts; and then he 
told him that he was just like his father, for though 


near her young; and even the polar bear is very 
kind to her cubs. 

F. I can tell something about that. There 
was a ship sent out towards the North Pole to 
make discoveries, and it was locked up in the ice. 
One day, the sailors killed a walrus, and what they 
did not eat they threw out, and burnt upon the ice. 
Whilst it was burning, they saw a bear, with cubs 
almost as big as herself, making their way very 
fast to the ship, they ran quickly to the fire, drew 
out the flesh, and devoured it greedily. The sail- 
ors threw out more pieces of flesh, these, the old 





Kamtschatka. 


to be sure we sometimes laugh, and others may 


he would squeeze me to death. 
F. In Kamtschatka, the bears are dancing 
masters also; the people have a dance they call 
the bear dance, which is their only dance, and 
they imitate their beautiful dancing in the whole. 
I, This is very droll indeed; do invite the 
bear to come and teach us to dance, grandma. 
Mrs. V. You may both learn when you go to 
It is very amusing to read the dif- 
ferent manners and customs of different countries; 





tion. 


laugh at ours; but we gain much pleasant instruc- 








Youth’s Companion, 


























EDITORIAL. 
—=_———_ a 
A Boy in search of the Saint’s Rest. 

At the Annual Meeting of: the Tract Society in 
Park Street Church, Boston, recently, one of the 
speakers related an anecdote, to illustrate the useful- 
ness of circulating good books, the substance of which 
was as follows:— 

Some years ago, a lady called a rustic boy into her 
parlor, and after conversing with him seriously on 
the concerns of his soul, gave him Baxter’s “‘ Saints 
Everlasting Rest,” and advised him to read it. This 
he did, with serious attention, and it made a deep im- 
pression on his mind. ‘These impressions afterwards 
wore off—and he came to Boston to reside. Here by 
gome means unknown, his religious impressions were 
renewed, and he became anxious to read the “ Saints 
Rest,” which he had lost. He was living with a 
gentleman who had a large library, and asked him to 
lend him the book. The gentleman told him he had 
Baxter’s Works in large folio volumes; but that it 
was an antiquated book, unsuitable for him to read. 
He however lent him one of the volumes—he looked 
it through, but could not find the “ Rest” in it—he 
returned it; and took another volume, and there he 
found his much loved “ Rest.” He now became anx- 
ious to find a Minister who would preach like Bax- 
ter. He went to several churches; but was not satis- 
fied, until he came to Park Street Church, “and 
there,” said the speaker, ‘in that gallery, he took his 
seat, while the venerable Grirr1n was preaching the 
faith once delivered to the saints, and as cold water 
to a thirsty soul, so was his soul nourished, while lis- 
tening to a Minister who preached the doctrines that 
Baxter delighted to dwell upon.” 

hat an encouragement does this fact afford for 
the circulation of good books and tracts—and what an 
encouragement for those youth who have serious im- 
pressions, to persevere in searching for truth as for hid 
treasure;—in due time ye shall reap, if ye faint not. 











A Boy’s Prayer for his Parents Answered. 


At the late meeting of the Massachusetts Missionary 
Society in Boston, Mr. Brown, from St. Petersburgh, 
Russia, in his Address, introduced the following story 
of an African boy, which he had had from a brother 
Missionary at Sierra Leone. 


This missionary had collected a number of boys, a 
part of whom were re-captured Africans, into a 
school. One day, as he closed the exercises of the 
school, he charged the boys not to play in the school- 
room during the intermission, as he wished it to be in 
perfect order for the exercises, when they should re- 
turn to the duties of the school. Passing the school- 
house, during the intermission, he heard a voice with- 
in, so earnest, that his first impression was, that there 
were two boys engaged in a quarrel. He drew near 
to listen, and was agreeably surprised at hearing one 
of his scholars engaged in earnest prayer. ‘The boy 
thanked God, with strong emotion, that he had sent 
wicked men to steal him from his own country, and 
that when he was in their hands, God had sent good 
king George’s ship, to take wicked man’s ship, and 
bring him safe to Sierra Leone, where he could hear 
of Jesus Christ the Saviour, and be taught to love 
him. He then prayed for substance as follows: “‘ O 
Lord, send wicked man’s ship again to my country— 
then send good king George’s ship, catch wicked 
man’s ship, and bring father and mother to Sierra 
Leone, that they may know Jesus Christ, and learn 
the way to heaven.”—Some days after this prayer, the 
missionary was walking on the beach, and discovered 
Tom gazing intently upon the ocean. The missionary 
asked ‘Tom what he was about. ‘Tom replied: “ You 
tell me Jesus Christ hears prayer. I come down to 
see if father and mother are coming.” He continued 
to go down to the beach at intervals, to look for a 
vessel, when, on a certain day, about two years after 
the prayer in the school-room, Tom came running all 
in raptures to the missionary, exclaiming,—* Massa; 
Jesus Christ hear prayer! 
come !’—an event which had been brought about 
agreeably to the tenor of his prayer. God had sent 
king George’s ship, which had taken the wicked 


Father and mother have, 





VARIETY. 








Praiseworthy Conduct in a Youth. 


As the schr. George, Capt. Mayhew, of Salem, 
was on her passage from the eastward, on Monday, 
May 30th, being 15 miles east of 'Thatcher’s Island, 
thick weather, and heavy sea running, while the crew 
were in the act of jibing, the main boom struck the 
captain, and knocked him overboard. He was not 
seen by the man at the helm, until he heard his voice 
from the sea, on the weather quarter. A young man, 
by the name of Shubael Cottle, son of the man at the 
helm, and who was forward at the time of the acci- 
dent, immediately jumped into the small boat, which 
was suspended at the stern, and dropping her into the 
water, seized an oar, and sculled her in the direction 
pointed out by his father. The father was now left 
with only his little son, of about twelve years of age, 
to manage the vessel, At this time the topmast was 
carried away by the wind, and the vessel lay in the 
trough of the sea, the father pointing to the elder son 
the direction in which the captain’s head could be 
seen. The son succeeded in reaching the apparently 
drowniug man, and with difficulty got him into the 
boat, and made for the vessel, which by this time had 
drifted some distance from them; and when they 
reached the vessel, it was with great difficulty that 
they could get on board; but by the aid of a rope 
round the captain (who was nearly exhausted) they 
succeeded in getting him in, and the vessel arrived at 
Beverly, at $3 o’clock in the afternoon. ‘The captain 
was taken ashore and conveyed to Salem, and by sea- 
sonable medical aid has nearly recovered.—[ Trans’t. 





Little Boy and his Sister. 


A little boy asked his mother to let him lead his 
little sister out on the green grass. She had just be- 
gun to run alone, and could not step over any thing 
that lay in the way. His mother told him he might 
lead out the little girl, but charged him not to let her 
fall. I found them at play, very happy in the field. 
I said, “You seem very happy, George. Is this 
your sister?” 
“Yes Sir.” 
“Can she walk alone?” 
**Yes Sir, on smeoth ground.” 
*‘And how did she get over these stones which lie 
between us and the house?”’ 
*O Sir. mother charged moa to be carcfal that she 
did not fall, and so I put my hands under her arms 
and lifted her up when she came to a stone, so that 
she need not hit her little foot against it.” 
“That is right, George. And I want to tell you 
one thing. ou see now how to understand that 
beautiful text,“‘he shall give his angels charge con- 
cerning thee, lest at any time thou dash thy foot 
against a stone.” God charges his angels to lead 
and lift good people over difficulties, just as you 
have lifted little Anne over these stones. Do you 
understand it now ?” 
“O yes, Sir, and I shall never forget it while I 
live.” 
Can one child thus take care of another, and can- 
not God take care of those who put their trust in 
him? Surely he can, and there is not a child among 
you here to-day, over whom he is not ready to give 
his holy angels charge. 





Singular Preservation of a Little Girl. 


about five years of age, while gathering nuts of various 
kinds, with some other children, in a forest contiguous 
to a prairie in the south part of Hamilton county, 
Ohio, became separated from its companions, and re- 
mained in the forest, or on the prairie, for the space 
of twelve days. The inhabitants of the adjoining 
towns, to the number of several hundreds, turned out 
for the purpose of finding the little unfortunate truant, 
but after several days faithful search, gave the child 
up as forever lost, as it was not deemed possible that 
it could escape either one of the several dangers to 


these dangers, we will merely state that the day the 
child was lost, the prairies were on fire, and were 
filling the whole country with smoke and flame, which 


flagration of vegetation. In the event of an escape 
from the fire, however, it was in no less danger from 
perishing with the cold, by being exposed to the in- 
clemency of the weather at this season of the year. 
Considerations of this kind, after four or five days’ 
search, induced the inhabitants to give up all hope of 
finding the little wanderer, and they returned to their 





Something over three weeks since, a little girl of 


which it was exposed.—To give the reader an idea of} ' 


ed of them towards restoring the child to the fond 
embrace of its parents. 


The surprise of the inhabi- 
tants can better be imagined than described, on wit- 
riessing the little pedestrian emerge from the forest, 


seven or eight days after they had abandoned the 


search as unnecessary and fruitless, accompanied 

the faithful house-dog of its parents; which had ac- 
companied it in all its wanderings. The child was, 
as might be expected, much emaciated from its ex. 
treme suffering from hunger and cold, and had its 
hair burned off its head by the burning of the prairie. 
The faithful dog, however, suffered most severely 
from the fire, as is supposed from endeavoring to pre- 
serve the child from being consumed. Suffice it to 
say, the child is fast recovering, and the parents’ 
hearts have been made to rejoice over the restored 
child of their affections. [Miami of the Lake. 





Matt. xxv. 10. And while they went to buy, the bride- 
groom came; and they that were ready went in with 
ee to the marriage: and the door was shut. 
The following account has recently been given of 
a marriage ceremony in the East :— 
‘The bridegroom came from a distance, and the 
bride lived at Serampore, to which place the bride- 
groom was to come by water. After waiting two or 
three hours, at length, near midnight, it was announc- 
ed, as if in the very words of Scripture, ‘ Behold the 
bridegroom. cometh! go ye out to meet him.’ All the 
persons employed now lighted their lamps, and ran 
with them in their hands to fill up their stations in the 
procession: some of them had lost their lights, and 
were unprepared, but it was then too late to seek 
them, and the cavalcade moved forward to the house 
of the bride, at which place the company entered a 
large and splendidly illuminated area, before the 
house, covered with an awning, where a great mul- 
titude of friends, dressed in their best apparal, were 
seated upon mats. The bridegroom was carried in 
the arms of a friend, and placed in a superb seat 
in the midst of the company, where he sat a short 
time, and then went into the house, the door of which 
was immediately shut, and guarded by sepoys; I and 
others expostulated with the door keeper, but in vain. 
Never was I so struck with our Lord’s beautiful para- 
ble, as at this moment—‘ and the door was shut?” 
[ Ward’s History of the Hindoos. 





SeLect sentence.—Likeness begets love; though 
proud men hate one another. 











POETRY. 








Written for the Youth's Gupenten. 
RETROSPECTION, 
When mind hurries back to that beautiful spot 
Where childhood’s bright hours were passed, 
And I see my dear mother’s neat little cot, 
I wish it had been my happier lot 
To have spent there my moments the last. 
How often she gave me a forewarning look 
When chiding for evils I’d done; 
Perhaps *twas for tearing my new story book, 
Or throwing my gipsy hat into the brook, 
Which close by our neat cottage run. 
And the radiant beam that shone in her face 
When I was a dutiful child, 
For putting the chairs back, each in its place, 
Or letting alone her neatly crimp’d lace, 
I ever was paid with a smile. 
But the pleasures of childhood were soon passed away, 
And man’s sterner visage appeared; 
And now laid aside was my innocent play, 
For my mind from our happy home oft went astray, 
For trifles ambition had reared. 
bas through this wide world with much pleasure 
rove 
Those scenes I have never forgot :— 
The kind soothing tones of a good mother’s love— 
And the sweet singing birds in that beautiful grove, 
Wherein was our dear little cot. M. A. D. 





YOUTHW’S COMPANION— Postage Free. 
As many persons in the Country are prevented from taking the 
Companion, by the expense of postage, such persons are informed 


rendered it more than probable, that the object of | that they can now have the last Volume, bound, for one dollar é@ 
their search must have perished in this general con- 


Vol. on application, soon, at the office, No. 9 Cornhill—a few co- 
pies only remaining on hand, which have been put in chexp bind- 
ing for that purpose. May 217. 


_ The above Notice was published in the Recorder Iately— 
but a gentleman in Hagganum, Ct. has misunderstood it, and 
sent a dollar, with a request that we would send him the Volume. 
This we cannot do witheut subjecting him toexpense. Ie can send 


for the Vol. or direct us how to diatpose of the money—but he 
must pay his postage, which he did not do on his first letter, as the 














men’s ship, that had kidnapped his parents. 


homes conscious of having done all their duty requir- 


low price of the Companion does not enable us to defgay that ex- 
We re-publish this notice for the information of others- 


pense. 
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